have worked harder, should have broken himself with grief, and built an altar of Ford's home. Yet he just took and took and took and never gave back. But that was Stan, wasn't it? Careless, reckless, and damnably useless. "I'm sorry, Ford. I guess I was too busy trying to bring you back. Fixing a fucking interdimensional portal without a high-school education isn't easy, you know?" Stan's back is tense, face dark with indignation. His fingers tighten into fists, and the rust-brown stain around his palm grows red and wet again, the wound splitting and unknitting beneath the filthy bandages.
"You pushed me into it." Ford says quietly, intending for his words to hurt Stan on a visceral level.
Stan face whitens, and his breath catches in his throat like Ford has punched him squarely in the swell of his gut. "Ford, I swear I didn't mean-" "You don't mean to do a lot of things, Lee." Stan flinches at the use of his old nickname. "But I end up having to suffer for it anyway." His voice rises on the last word, and Ford pauses, breathing hard. Stan looks so pathetic before him, slumped and tired and grey. "You ruined my life." He says, moving towards Stanley, filled with an anger almost as old as he is. He'd had a name once, had a future, but that had been gone since the moment the portal fizzled out against the tips of his fingers, leaving him stranded, alone. All he has now are 30 years of suffering and a house that didn't have enough space to fit him. "You ruined my life." He repeats, his index finger digging into the soft flesh of Stanley's chest. Stan struggles against him weakly, his injured hand on Ford's shoulder, staining his sweater, trying to push him away. It barely makes a difference, Stan is exhausted, but more satisfyingly, he thinks he deserves this.
Ford's fingers circle Stan's neck, loose and warm, and his brother slumps forward, head bowed and accepting. Waiting for a blow. The sight inspires no compassion in Ford, but something warm and thick coils in his stomach, heavy and wanting. "I don't even want to hit you." Ford says, half-surprised. He wants to do so much more. His toes curl in his boots, and he shifts his weight forward, the fronts of his shoes digging into the motheaten fabric of the carpet.
Stan looks at him, eyes wide and dull. He doesn't look relieved. "You don't?" "You're not worth it." And it's true. Violence isn't as debasing as what he has planned.
He tilts his head, frames Stan's face with careful hands and pauses, feeling the rapid pulse of his brothers heartbeat at his temple. Stan frowns in confusion.
"Sixer, what-" Ford leans close just as Stan inhales and the space between them vanishes, and kisses him.
Stan bucks away from him, wrenching his head from his grasp violently. "Ford, what the fuck -?" "I know you want this." And it's true, because he'd wanted to this too at one point, maybe he still does. "You didn't act like this when we were young." "Ford, that was different. You can't -Don't ruin this. " Stan whispers, trembling against him. "Please, don't." His trousers are uncomfortably tight. Stan so rarely begs for anything like this. "No." Ford says, entirely because he can.
He kisses Stan again, cards his fingers through his grey hair and holds him in place. Stan's mouth is lax and unmoving, but his eyelids have fluttered shut and his hands rest soft on Ford's shoulders. Ford bites the pliant fullness of Stan's bottom lip and draws blood. A soft, broken sound claws its way from his brother's lungs, harsh and piercing, iron-sharp and wet.
Ford withdraws, and licks his lips, tasting salt and fear. A fat, red drop wells at the bite mark, a tiny tear in fragile, capillary-rich skin. It wobbles, gathering liquid, before dripping down Stan's chin. Ford smears the red streak across Stan's unshaven skin with his thumb, tilting Stan's face up as he does. Stan doesn't resist, and a fragile blush blossoms on his cheeks, vivid and bright against the pallor of his skin. He sighs, leaning into Ford's touch.
Ford looks down into the tenuous, crumbling space between them, and sees the lewd tent of Stan's pants. He's hard, painfully so, because of the pain and pressure of Ford's presence. Ford cups the bulge, rubbing at the head of his brother's cock.
"You're desperate for this, aren't you?" Stan doesn't respond, just shudders and watches him with fever-bright eyes.
"You want me to touch you. Say it, Stan." He murmurs, crowding closer. "I want to hear you say it." "Ford, I don't want to. Please don't make me-" Stan exhales purposefully, calming himself. "I'm not going to beg, Stanford." His voice is firm.
Ford kisses him again, pressing hard against the broken skin.
Stan whimpers, fingers curling into fists "Ford, stop." He hisses, tears pricking in his eyes. He doesn't mean it because he jerks closer, grinding himself against Ford's palm.
"You like this, Stan." "I don't, I swear I don't." A wet spot is forming on the front of pants, damp against the heel of Ford's hand. "Liar." Ford whispers, nosing his way down Stan's jaw, breathing in sweat and old cologne and the sharp tang of shame. "Liar." Quieter this time, said into the shell of Stan's ear.
Stan's eyes close, his brow is wrinkled. "Why am I so hard?" He says softly, barely audible, lips moving against Ford's hairline, delicate and fragile with self-hatred.
Ford wants to laugh, but he doesn't. Instead he continues to touch Stan, squeezing him through the thick fabric, watching him pant out hot, shaky breaths that condense on his skin, that make him feel hotter rather than cooler.
"What do you want, Lee?" Ford asks, undoing the zipper of Stan's pants, pulling his brother's dick into the stuffy body warmth between them. "Your cock." Stan answers without hesitation, flushing hot and red as he realises what he's said. "Fuck," Ford groans, rubbing the head of Stan's dick, watching him melt against the length of his body, barely able to stay upright without Ford's support. "You're pathetic, Stan. Always were such a slut."
He places a hand on his brother's shoulder and exerts the lightest of pressure. Stan sinks down to his knees, broken and tired, and nuzzles at his crotch.
"Do it, Stanley." Ford says, pressing him against his erection.
With gentle fingers, Stan undoes his belt and pulls his erection out, weighing it in his hands, stroking the head. "Ford, I-" "Suck." Ford says, in a voice that brooks no disagreement. "You want to." Stan obeys, opening his mouth and pressing a kiss against Ford's circumcision scar, he tongues the blood-heavy vein at the underside of Ford's dick. The thin scab on Stan's lip splits, painting the bottom of his chin and Ford's cock red.
Hesitantly, he takes Ford's cock inside his mouth. It is so slick and wet inside him, the insides of his cheeks puffy and smooth. Stan looks up at Ford, lust-drunk and shame-faced. Desperate to touch him and desperate to run away. The outline of his cock is visible in the concavity of Stan's cheek. Ford grabs a fistful of his hair and pulls him closer, forces his mouth wider. Stan doesn't resist, and sucks Ford inside with a fervent bob of his head. He gags, throat clenching around Ford's dick but doesn't stop. It's not quite enough, but Ford looks down at the carpet; he will be inside Stan soon. He must only be patient for a little while longer.
